The Tanbum
New slaves are no longer brought to Kuwait, and
more already there to-day are free. The Shaikh
himself has a body of these black servants, and the
toothless, friendly old negro who runs the club was
the favourite of the great Mubarak, a power to be
reckoned with in his small court. He stands by the door
now, receiving those who come, while the " band"
prepares itself.
This is the tanbura, a venerated object like a shalow drum,
two feet or so across, with two holes for resonance: from
the bottom edge, six strings run across it to a wooden
frame above, which gives it somewhat the look of a harp:
little triangular things like pin-cushions, of many colours,
hang in streamers all about it, evidently sacred, for when,
in the ardour of the dance, one or other of the men feel
that they are becoming " possessed," they stretch out their
hand and touch the little cushions, and stroke their head
with the same hand, and obviously feel better; or drag
themselves prostrate and waggle their heads under the
swaying streamers.
The tanbura has a thin stringlike note, and the bass is
given beside it by a huge old grey-haired negro with a
squashed tarbush on his head. He wears a girdle round his
hips made of innumerable small shrivelled hooves of sheep
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